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Over all a pink silk Persian abbas (cloak). A good yachting costume!
The rest of my journey was via Baku (redolent of oil), Rostoff, Moscow in its pre-war beauty, Kalisch, the frontier town where so much fighting took place in the Great War, Berlin and Flushing to London, where I delivered my dispatches at the Foreign Office in exactly eight days and eight nights from the time of leaving Teheran, on the strength of which I claim a world's record.
After six weeks* leave in London, I had to return to my family in Teheran, and Lady Kennard came with me as she also was rejoining her husband about that time. Bell, of course, came with us, as we were to motor again from the Caspian to Teheran. I took out a set of new tyres and tubes for the old car, and before long we needed them, for we had no less than nineteen punctures in the first six hours after leaving the coast! Bell repaired them all with wonderful skill and patience, but as he fixed the last patch on the last tube he remarked pathetically: "If this one goes, we're done." It did go, even before we had started. For the pump handle broke in pumping up the tyre, and so we were unable to inflate it. There was nothing to be done but wait by the roadside en plein desert till, in the course of time, the carriage which was bringing the mails in the time-honoured fashion should catch us up ! This could not be till the following day, as we had a six hours' motor-car start of it. So we took the cushions out of the car and our provisions, such as they were, and cooked some eggs in an Etna and ate a few bananas. And we waited, hour after hour, through that evening, through that night, and the whole of the next inter-PERSIA                           251
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